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Author's Notes: 

| don't like copying story titles, but I'm making a rare exception 

This was originally meant to be for Sgt Leppara's ‘Ficmas in July' wish from.. a year ago, | think? I've been 
sloowwlllyyy working on it for far too long. Imao 


The prompt was basically: ‘pre-show sex’. 


Despite how rusty | still am when it comes to writing Def Leppard fics, I'm very happy with this! | saw her 
prompt and couldn't resist. 


If it gives me an excuse to write some dominant Steve and submissive Sav, l'm gonna be all over that shit. 


The ending is a bit weak, but it's intentional choice just in case | decided to eventually add on to this little one 


shot in the future~! 


‘A Quick One! is a collection of short little songs all packaged together.. maybe this eventually will be a 
collection of little stories at some point! 


Originally this was posted to A03, but | fixed up a few things to make it more presentable. .and realized a few 
words didn't work in the way | thought they would. Imao Bad internet = no reliable thesaurus! 


Anyone could walk into the bathroom, it was most definitely a dangerous spot to get down and dirty, but the 
dressing room was occupied, and no way in hell would Steve be talked into fucking somewhere they could 


definitely be caught. Sav may have been an exhibitionist, but Steve most certainly was not 


Had the bathroom not been pristine and spotless, Steve wouldn't have humoured Sav's suggestion. A stall was 
an option, but Sav much preferred the idea of a wall adjacent to the sinks, which featured a large floor to 

ceiling mirror. Being able to watch his beautiful guitarist work him over was a thrill! From his position leaning 
against the wall, he would have the perfect view as Steve devoured his aching need. Two different view points 


for the price of one! 


From down below, Sav could hear Steve's quiet, breathless panting. From his added vantage point he could 
watch as his lovely guitarist quickly stroked himself. He wasn't offering Sav the attention he so desperately 
wanted yet, and knew he couldn't ask. This was their fun little game, and when playing it, he was not in control. 


Steve held that honour, and Sav wasn't about to interject or complain. 


"You having fun?" Steve asked, as he gazed upwards, a sly smirk crossing his pretty lips. "| see you watching 
me.. don't pretend l'm stupid." 


"Not pretending," Sav whispered, as if afraid someone might hear. The bathroom echoed, after all. "I know you 


like to be watched.. especially through a mirror." 


"Can you blame me?" Steve's free hand came up to slowly trace the bulge Sav's painfully tight jeans 
desperately tried to hide. He was certain his handsome bassist had gotten them on with nothing more than a 


litre of lube, a hope, and a prayer. "You like being watched, too. Don't pretend you're innocent.” 


"Not pretending," Sav's breath caught in his chest as his better half's fingers found the sensitive head of his 


concealed cock and slowly traced it. "You keep doin’ that and I'm gonna have a wet patch when we go on stage." 


"Not my problem." Steve stopped stroking himself in favour of giving his other half his full attention There 
was no way he would be getting those straining Levi's open with just one hand, after alll The button came 
undone with a bit of difficulty, and the zipper came apart with just a flick of the metal tab. The resulting 


groan Sav offered from being freed was sweeter than any bassline he could play. 


Steve wasn't surprised when he found that his partner wore nothing underneath the restricting denim. The 
beautiful cock that oh so eagerly greeted him was already flushed with a lovely red shade of desperation, and 
the tip wonderfully slick. 


Sav desperately needed to be touched. He wanted to beg, plead, and cry for Steve to finally take him into that 
lovely, talented, teasing mouth of his, but didn't dare. He settled for biting his lip and digging his nails into his 


palms. 


"Good kitty," Steve said with an amused hum. "Good kitties don't complain, and good kitties don't beg unless 
ordered to." As a reward, he offered the smallest, most teasing bit of affection in the form of an index finger 
running along the underside of his bassist's aching erection, up to the tip. Lazily he drew invisible patterns upon 
the swollen head, rubbing in a fresh bead of precome he had been gifted for his efforts. 


"You want more?" Steve's attention was briefly cast to the large mirror to his side, and he wished he had a 
camera The sight before him truly was something to behold! His equally tight jeans were unzipped, his own 
cock free, stiff, and gently pulsing ever so often. Occasionally a fresh drop of precome would collect at the 
head, and then drip onto the tile floor beneath him. Sav was staring intently at their reflections, chest rising 
and falling with each softly panted breath. 


"Look at us," Steve said. "Look at how gorgeous you are. You like to compare me to Adonis, but you're just as, 
if not more beautiful than Apollo himself" His free hand came up to hold Sav's erection at the base with just 
his index and thumb. 


'Its-- it's true.. you may as well be Adonis reincarnated," Sav said It was so fucking difficult to think when 
Steve was slowly teasing his cock, and he was surprised he could even string together a vaguely coherent 


sentence. 


“Adonis and Apollo were lovers, you know" Steve was a wicked little tease, and he knew it. He found great joy in 
encouraging Sav to keep up a conversation with him during their play time. It was a thrill to listen and watch 
as his bassist ever so slowly began to lose his ability to focus on anything other than his burning, aching 


desire. 


At long last Steve granted his beautiful other half with what he knew he so desperately wanted to ask for.. a 
single, long, slow lick from base to tip, to clean away the copious amount of precome he couldn't possibly get 

rid of with just single teasing finger upon his swollen glans. The delicious strangled groan that met his ears in 
return made Steve pulse. Oh how tempted he was to slide a hand back down between his thighs to take care 

of his cock! Patience was a virtue, and good things were worth waiting for. 


Sav was highly motivated by praise, which was a fun little detail Steve had learned early on in their 
partnership. Ever since discovering that neat little fact, he had begun regularly making good use of it. ‘Praise 


kink’, he had eventually learned it was called. 


"Good kitty. Very, very good kitty.." Another slow, teasing lick, ending in a flicker of his tongue along the flushed 


head. The restrained groan he had been rewarded with was delicious, and he wanted more. 


"Beg," Steve commanded. "Beg me for what you want. Do it well enough, and your wish shall be my command" 
He wasn't expecting a well thought out award winning speech, or even a proper sentence. He wouldve been 


surprised it his love assisT could even Torm a Single sentence aT all! 
prised if his | ly b ł could fi gl t t alll 


"Your.. your mouth," Sav managed, ashamed at just how much he had struggled with the request. The most 
basic of sentences, and he had just barely managed to form it! He knew Steve would find a way to tease him 
further, and so Sav tried to regroup his thoughts together, but it was so fucking hard.. He was absolutely 

positive all of his blood was rushing southwards, any and all unnecessary functions having been sacrificed in 


exchange for focusing upon coming and relieving the horrible, yet delicious ache he felt down below. 


"Please, Steve.. please," Sav's breath caught within his chest as he watched mirror Steve kiss the head of his 
cock and lick away a fresh bead of crystal clear precome. "More. Please! Let-- let me.. fuck your mouth." 


Oh, so he could form something more than a caveman's attempt at mastering the english language. Apparently 


Steve hadn't teased Sav enough.. Oh well. 


"That's a good kitty. As | promised, your wish is my command." Another slow flick of his tongue to the 
painfully red glans, and Steve was parting his lips in a silent offering of consent. 


The moment that warm, wet, velvety mouth was embracing him, Sav began thrusting wildly, desperate to 

come. Normally he wouldve done his best to milk the event for all he could, but he was so fucking hard it 
hurt! Apparently Steve was just as aroused, as the hand not gripping his cock had slid down to take hold of 
himself and stroke just as quickly. 


Sav came first, not that Steve would've expected anything less. His lovely bassists hand came down to tangle 
into his pretty bleached waves, a silent request - no, demand! - that he not pull away. That one simple action 
pushed Steve over the edge as well, a soft groan escaping his throat as he came. The unexpected sensation 


added yet another layer of pleasure that Sav could've sworn made him see white. 


When it was all said and done, Sav removed his hand, and watched with satisfaction as Steve pulled away, come 
dripping from his mouth and onto his pale chest in the form of an unintentional pearl necklace. A notable event, 


as neither musician had ever considered such an action could be so arousing... until now. 


"So much," Steve held out his hand, wordlessly asking for a paper towel from the dispenser that was within 


Sav's reach. "The week of tease and denial worth it?" 


"Mmhh, yeah," Sav said, handing over the requested towels. "I knew it would be, but | didn't know it'd be that 
good." Watching Steve clean himself up was an incredibly erotic scene, one he wouldn't soon forget. "Guess you 


can't say I've never given you any jewellery.” 


"Guess so." Steve delicately cleaned up his better halfs now soft cock and tucked him away. "Next time I'll give 


you a necklace.. Or, maybe I'll have Joe do it while | watch." 


Sav shifted his focus to the mirror, taking the time to make himself look presentable. "Ten bucks says Joe was 
listening in, like usual, so.. why not both?" 


‘Of course he was listening. He's been wanting another ‘play date’ with us for a while. This is our chance to 
finally make it happen again" Steve shoo'ed Sav out from the bathroom and back into the dressing room. "You 


convince him to share our room tonight, and I'll make sure it happens." 
"And if he doesn't want to?" Sav asked while watching Steve go through his clothes to find a shirt. 


"lIl let you finally have your wish for public sex. Anywhere, anytime, anything." Steve finished dressing himself, 
and fussed with his hair in a much smaller mirror than the one they had just taken advantage of. He was 
aware he was taking a big risk, but Joe would be stupid to turn them down 


"Deall" Even though he had come no more than five minutes prior, Sav could already feel a warmth begin deep 
in his belly. He might just have to pull a few strings so a pretty lady would be all too eager to steal Joe away 
for the night.. What Steve doesn't know won't hurt him! 


